



TbefirlifAttof 

One that will take it where it may be fpar’d 
And fpend itfreely in good fellowship. 

I haue as many fliapes as Pretext had. 

That ftill when any villany is done, * 

There maybe none fufpedl it was fir Iohn. 

Bcfides, to comfort me(for what’s this life. 

Except the crabbed bitterneflfe thereof, 

Befweetncd now and then with Letchery?) 

1 haue my Doll, my Concubine as ’twcrc. 

To frolitke with, a lufty bouncing gyrlc. 

But whilft I loyter heere, the Gold may feipe. 

And that muft not beefo : It ismineowne. 

Therefore He meet him on his way to Court, 

And fhriue hi m of it, there will be the fport. Exit 

Enter fourepoore people, feme (oldiersjome old men. 
t Cjodtelp^God helpc, there’s law forpunifhing 
But there's no Law for our neceflity: & 

There be more ftockes to fet poore foldicrs in, 

Than there be houfes to releeue them at. 

Oldman. I, noufe-keeping decayes in euery place.. 

Euen as S .Peter writ, ftill worfe and worfe. * 

3 Mafter Major of Rochefter has giuen command. That 
none (hall go abroad out of theparifli, and hasfetdowrfc 
an order forfooth,what euery poore houftioldermuft eiue 
tor our rslecfe: where there bee fome ceafcd (I may fay to 
you) had almoft as much need to beg as wc. 

i . It is a hard world the while. 

O/^.Ifa poore man aske at doorefor.Gods fake, they 
aske him for a licenfe or a ccrtificate'&om aluftice. 

2 Faith we haue none, but what wc beare vpon our bo« 
dies, our maim’d limbes.God helpe vs. 

4 And yet as lame as I am, lie with the king into France, 
i can but crawle a (hip-boorde, I had rather bee ftaine in 
France, than ftarue in England. 

0 /d.Ha,were I but as lufty as I was at Shrewsbury battel, 
i would not do as I do ; but wc are now come to the good 

Lord 
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4Go dW,ffh,»^«^ t 

(uc. nwi ri man.what w oldft thou haw? 

Shew me fuch ^J^fdUtell and pride- 
Your backes y^t backes^ ^ 

0f cI'Titfoug'tl* n offuch hungry Vnauas as you : 
Y e atI«=“, 6 our mta*. y»«r P*> b ' 

C S^t ! b»fu;,bcftu«yo„rbl.^.l-s 

V S. ? Now fir, heere be yow almes knights i 
Now are you as fafe as iheEmpcror. 

Harp. My Aimes knights ? Nay t Ware yours : 

It is a (hame for you, and lie ftand too t. 

Your foolilh atmes maintames more vagabondes 

Then all the Noblemen in Kent behde. 

Out you rogues, youknaues, worke for your iiumgs 
Alas poore men, they may beg their hearts out. 

There’s no more charity amongft men 
Then amongftlo many Maftiuedogges. 

What make y ou heere, you needy knaues . 
Aw3y,»way,you villaines 







